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plumbing and human society. Even safety from atom bombs would not compensate the average Westerner for life in a lamasery. So common civilised man, conditioned to the ways of the twentieth century, must keep a delicate balance of work, companionship and environment to maintain his happiness.
Most important truths are remarkably simple. One outstanding discovery of my travels is that no place I have ever visited offers absolutely ideal surroundings for the sensitive mechanism of the human mind and body. These places include thirty recognised countries and also such spots as Sark, Corsica, Eire, Cyprus, the Goodwin Sands and a coral atoll. We complain bitterly of London's fogs, filth and drizzle. But consider some of the other places.
The romantic islands, for example, that look so tempting on coloured celluloid. In my experience, small islands tend to cause feelings of claustrophobia, stagnation, and frustration in inverse ratio to their size. I do not put this forward as a brilliantly original discovery. It was, in fact, the conclusion of our old friend Robinson Crusoe. Nevertheless, to counteract film propaganda and the "island Paradise" conception, it is, perhaps, worth mentioning that I never yet set foot on a small island which I did not, almost immediately, wish to leave.
This impulse, stimulated by the arrival of German parachutists, arose most urgently in Leros. It applied with almost equal force to Addu, the perfect coral atoll in the Arabian Sea. I went to Addu when the Eastern Fleet were using it in 1943 as a secret hide-out from the Japs, after the bombing of Colombo and Trincomalee. We were not greeted by lovelies shaking straw skirts to lilting melodies, but by a particularly ferocious breed of mosquitoes. The climate was stifling. Only the mosquitoes seemed to thrive. I hobbled about with a poisoned foot, malaria was rife, and the human inhabitants of the island, enfeebled by interbreeding, also suffered from the grotesque distortions of elephantiasis. The best thing about Addu was the view from the air of its perfect horse-shoe, decked with palms.
I am writing this in a choking, freezing London fog, whichng how much I value the happy life. Bernard Shaw says that the secret is to be so busy doing the things youdying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
